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and in this I cannot but relate one scene which
passed between nobody but the devil and myself.
At a certain town in Italy, which shall be name-
less, because I won't celebrate the profieiency of1
one place more than another, when I believe the
whole country equally wicked, I was prevailed upon,
rather than tempted, a la courtezan.
If I should describe the woman, I must give a
very mean character of my own virtue to say I was
allured by any but a woman of an extraordinary
figure; her face, shape, mien, and dress, I may,
without vanity, say, the finest that I ever saw.
When I had admittance into her apartments, the
riches and magnificence of them astonished me; the
cupboard or cabinet of plate, the jewels, the tapestry,
and everything in proportion, made me question
whether I was not in the chamber of some lady of
the best quality; but when, after some conver-
sation, I found that it was really nothing but a
courtezan, in English, a common street whore, a
punk of the trade, I was amazed, and my inclination
to her person began to cool. Her conversation ex-
ceeded, if possible, the best of quality, and was, I
must own, exceeding agreeable; she sung to her
lute, and danced as fine as ever I saw, and thus
diverted me two hours before anything else was dis-
coursed of; but when the vicious part came on
the stage, I blush to relate the confusion I was in,
and when she made a certain motion, by which I
understood she might be made use of, either as a
lady,   or  as 	 I was quite thunderstruck, all
the vicious part of my thoughts vanished, the place
filled me with horror, and I -vi as all over disorder
and distraction.
I began however to recollect where I was, and
that in this country these were people not to be

